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I wave a word as the times grow colder
And our tears freeze to giant stars and close
The eye of love with death's bleeding prism.
Will war make blind vision wrong could not dim ?

Let me see now not the irregular fountain
Whence poems rose like crystals, glittering truth,
But the tall chap with a leg like a flying buttress,
A hand for a saw or bow, a face worth a fortune
But for the distorted torture of the mouth
Which to his words of truth bore such a witness.

TO c. B.

When the mask, when the mask, my darling, my

darling,

Rots on your cheek bone and the imperial pimpernel
Rewards your memorial with insignificant insignia,
And against your head the world like a ball is bursted
Where the bullet abused it, then, then the dandy
Life out of your feathered hand hopped and fell
Still as a dropped doll forgotten in the syringa,
My dear, my darling, this, this is not the worst:

The worst is love that whips me with your smiles
Nine-tailed with tears that cut me to the quick,
And against all my thoughts turning a saw of pain
Strips my glory to the bone. Let whatever will
Ransack my scarecrow of its great intrinsics
If only, oh my darling, you inhabit me again.